CHAPTER 4 


APRIL 14, 2011 


The intercom chimed signifying the end of the day. Such a sweet sound, Justin 
thought. Of course, it really didn’t matter. He had been folding origami hats out of 
dollar bills for the last few periods, and had made a stack out of the hats on top of 
Abraham Lincoln’s head; a task that sounds like it would involve more shits and 
giggles if Chie would stop poking him and asking how he was doing it. He promised 
he’d teach her how at some point. Spoilers, not gonna happen. Ever. 


“Y-YO, um...” 


Yosuke and Chie had started gathering around Yu’s desk. Justin could only assume 
it had to do with the television last night. At least he hoped so. It would certainly 
prove he wasn’t crazy if they did. 


“It’s, uh, it’s not really that important but...” 
“This have to do with the TV?” Justin perplexed. 
“Y-yeah, how’d you know?” 


“Oh thank god, I’m not going crazy.” He sighed a breath of relief, before it dawned 
on him that this was something other people were seeing. What in the hell? 


“| hate to change the subject,” Chie butted in, “but have you heard the rumors? 
Supposedly, Saki’s the one who discovered the body the other day.” 


Yosuke seemed a bit shocked by the sudden change of topic, but went along with it 
anyway. 


“| wonder if that’s why she looked so down... She doesn’t seem to be at school 
today either.” 


Justin heard the sound of the desk behind him screeching a little bit. He had almost 
completely forgotten Yukiko was there. It seems she was getting up to leave. 


“Huh? Hey Yukiko, are you helping out at the inn today too?” 
“Things are really out of hand right now... I’m sorry.” 


Yukiko walked slowly out of the room, her head hung with embarrassment. Why 
does she always get so embarrassed when something comes up like this? It’s not 
like it’s her fault or anything... 


“Is it just me, or does Yukiko-san seem way stressed out today?” 


Justin gave him a quick glare. “And you’re not?” 


Yosuke looked to the side, avoiding eye contact. Justin was getting a bit irritated by 
this point. How is it that he was the only one freaking out over the television 
incident? 


“| guess they’re running her ragged...” 


“| hate to interrupt this RIVETING conversation, but why in the hell are none of you 
as freaked out over this as | am.” 


The group fell silent for a brief moment. Justin strikes again. It seemed he had a 
knack for making things ridiculously awkward. Though what surprised him the most 
wasn’t that the room had grown dead silent, it was the way Yu was fidgeting around 
in his desk. He knows something. But what? 


“You saw something last night?” Chie piped up, breaking the silence. 
“Uh, well... What about you?” 


“| did, | seriously saw a girl. But... my soulmate’s a girl? What’s that supposed to 
mean?” 


Justin couldn’t help but choke up at that point. Chie believed that what they were 
seeing was their soul mate, right? So why was she not all worked up over seeing a 
girl? Unless... Oh. OH! Well that explains a lot actually. 


“Well | guess that should answer your question” Yosuke added in with biting 
sarcasm, pointing towards Justin’s coughing fit. By the time Justin had finished 
choking on his spittle, Chie had her hands wrapped around Yosuke’s throat. 


“Is now really the time?” Justin rather enjoyed seeing Yosuke getting strangled to 
death, but it was hard to enjoy the moment. Chie let loose her grip on Yosuke 
before crossing her arms and pouting. 


“A-Anyway, | couldn’t quite tell who it was, but it was a girl for sure.” 
That really doesn’t narrow things down. 


“Her hair was brown, about shoulder length. She was wearing our school uniform, 
and...” 


“Hey... | think that’s the same person | saw. | couldn’t make out that much detail, 
though. The Image | saw was much blurrier...” 


“| couldn’t really make out much either, but now that you mention it, the person | 
saw kinda looked like that too.” Justin added. 


They all saw the same person? What the hell was that supposed to mean? 


“Wait so you both saw it too?” Chie asked, seemingly as puzzled as Justin had been. 
“| did too.” Yu added on, timidly. 


Ah, there we go. Was wondering when he was gonna pipe in. Up until this point he 
looked like a hamster on coffee, the way he was shaking around in his desk. Was he 
really this riled up over the television? 


“And we all saw the same girl...? Does that mean... we have the same soulmate? 


It took every fiber of Justin’s being not to shout out “No you dumbshit!” Instead he 
settled for bitter sarcasm. 


“Well unless there’s some crazy 5 sided love triangle going on here, | doubt we all 
have the same soul mate.” 


“There was... something else.” Yu again intervened. So are we going to finally find 
out why he’s fidgeting like a jackhammer over here? 


“| was a bit surprised when something actually did show up on screen. | got curious, 
so | stuck my hand out to touch the screen... And it went right through the glass.” 


...What? It did what!? 


“Actually, | sort of fell in. | got stuck trying to pull myself out. | guess my TV was too 
small or something.” 


You got stuck? IN THE FUCKING TV!? WHAT FUCKING NIGHTMARE IS THIS!? As if that 
wasn’t surprising enough, a quick glance around the group showed they didn’t 
believe him in the slightest. Under normal circumstances, | might have agreed with 
them. But you believe that soulmate shit and not this? Where the hell is the line 
being drawn here? 


“What was that part about getting sucked into your TV...? Were you that tired last 
night? You must have just fallen asleep in front of your TV.” 


“| | ” 


“That’d be one interesting dream, though. | like the part where you got stuck cause 
your TV was too small. That’s pretty realistic.” 


Yu kept opening his mouth as if trying to find the right words to say. He was beat 
red embarrassed. Not a single person in this room believed him, save for Justin. 


“Are you two serious right now?” 


“Hmm? What do you mean.” Yosuke asked, raising one of his eyebrows. 


“You guys accept that you somehow can see your mystical embodiment of a 
soulmate on a turned off television, but somehow sticking your hand into the TV? 
That’s where you guys draw the line?” 


“Well, | mean it’s pretty hard to believe...” Chie stuttered a bit over her words. She 
seemed almost embarrassed by the situation. And rightfully so. 


“And normally | would agree, but given the circumstances? No. No it isn’t.” 


Yosuke and Chie gave each other a passing glance before hanging their heads with 
shame. 


“Maybe you’re right...” Chie sighed. 
Maybe | went a little too far... | didn’t mean to make things awkward... 


That thought was immediately shoved out of Justin’s head however, when her face 
suddenly lit up, like she had just been given a golden idea from the heavens. 


“Hey, what if we tried it out with a bigger screen?” 


Yu jumped back a bit in his seat. It was clear he wasn’t fond of the idea, although 
after a brief moment he nodded in agreement to the idea. It seemed like he was 
forcing himself to agree. 


“You know, we’ve been beefing up the electronics department this month at Junes. 
Who knows, we might find a TV big enough for this guy to fit in.” 


Yu’s face turned bright red once again as Yosuke laughed that insufferable laugh of 
his. And so Justin didn’t feel bad at all about smacking him upside the head. 


“Ow!” Yosuke shouted, grabbing the back of his head. 


Good, | hope it hurt a whole fucking lot. 


It took a good hour or so of walking, but they finally made it to their destination. The 
Junes electronics department was loaded from top to bottom with every kind of 
television you could think of; flat-screens mostly. Justin could barely make heads or 
toe of which way was up and which way was done with all of the television 

monitors. 


“Wow, this is huge! And... Holy crap it’s expensive! Who buys something like this?” 


“| dunno... Rich folks? Honestly, not many people shop for TVs here. That’s why we 
don’t have clerks around.” 


“Focus, guys.” 


“Oh right, sorry.” 


Chie and Yosuke starred at the big screen for a brief moment before turning to 
acknowledge the other. They gave each other a quick nod before walking up to the 
television and pressing their palms against it. Nothing. Huh, maybe it was just a 
dream after-all. Unless this was something specific to Yu. Speaking of Yu, Justin 
decided to turn his attention towards him for a brief moment. His face was 
completely red again. He seemed almost mortified that nothing had happened. 
Perhaps he thought it was a dream too. 


“.,.Nope, can’t get in. Figures.” 

“Haha, this proves it. It was all just a dream.” 

“Huh, guess so.” Justin added hesitatingly. Something still seemed off to him. 
“Besides, these flat-screen TVs are so thin, you'd just end up on the other side...” 
“| doubt that’s how it would work.” 


Justin sighed, placing his thumb to his forehead. He got all worked up over this for 
nothing. Though there was still the matter of the Midnight Channel. What was going 
on with that? 


“Well, while we’re here, you said your parents are in the market for a TV, right 
Chie?” 


“Hmm? Oh yeah! | almost forgot all about it. Well all they said was they wanted one 
that’s cheap. You got any suggestions?” 


The two walked over to another aisle in the store, Yosuke donning the most 
irritating fake salesman voice Justin had ever had the displeasure of hearing. / 
swear, this guy needs to get his ass kicked. |n his thoughts, Justin hadn’t even 
noticed Yu walk past his back and up to the TV. Justin turned around to find him 
pressing his palm against the TV screen much like the others. 


“| wouldn’t worry abou-“ 


He was interrupted mid-sentence as the screen shimmered around Yu’s hand as it 
delved into the television screen. 


“No fucking way...” 


Justin ran over as quickly as he possibly could to Yu. Holy shit! He’s putting his hand 
inside the FUCKING TV!? 


“Yu, what the fuck are you doing!?” 


“| have no idea, it just sorta went through!” 


“Oh yeah, Yu, what kind of TV do you-“ 


Off in the distance Yosuke had just noticed what was unfolding between Yu and the 
television screen. Chie was apparently still oblivious to it. Typical Chie. 


“Huh, something wrong, Yosuke?” 
“I-Is his arm... in the TV...?” 


At this point Chie had finally turned around to see what Yosuke was starring at. This 
was immediately followed by her jaw dropping what seemed like 20 feet. 


“Whoa... Uh... Is that some kinda... new model? L-Like with a new function?” 


“Of course it’s not!” Justin shouted over from where Yu had stuck his hand through 
the screen. The two ran over quickly, awestruck by whatever the hell it was that Yu 
was doing. 


“You gotta be kidding me... Did you really stick your hand through the screen?” 


“Il told you. None of you want to believe us, and now look.” Justin was trying to be at 
least a little nonchalant, but it just came out as a panicked mess of words. 


“Oh man... This is for real... That’s some magic trick, man! So how’s it work, huh!? 
What’s the magician’s secret!?” 


“Are you fucking kidding me Yosuke?” 

“I.... might be able to fit in more than my arm...” 
“What, NO! Don’t do that!” 

Yu removed his hand, only to place his head inside in its place. 
“H-Hey, don’t do that! What’re you doing!?” 

“Oh my God!!” 

“It’s... empty inside...” 

“Wh-What do you mean “inside”!?” 

“Wh-What do you mean “empty ”!?” 

“Oh Christ, this is NOT happening.” 

“Spacious too...” 


“Wh-What do you mean “spa-“ 


“Probably the same god damn thing he meant by “empty,” now can we stop asking 
questions and help me get this guy out of there?” 


Justin rushed over grabbed Yu by his waist to try and pull him out. His body didn’t 
even budge from Justin tugging at it with all his strength. 


“Holy crap... I-l think this is all too much for my bladder...” 


Are you fucking kidding me!? HOLD IT! WE HAVE SOMEONE INSIDE A GODDAMN TV 
HERE! 


“What the--? Are you gonna pee your pants!?” 

“Not before he helps me get Yu out he’s not!” 

“I've been holding it in all day! I-l haven’t had a chance to go...” 

“What the hell is wrong with you Yosuke.” 

“Aaarrgh! Can't... hold it... anymore!” 

“Holy shit, just go already. You pissing your pants isn’t helping the situation.” 


Yosuke darted off, only to skid to a stop at the end of the aisle, and come running 
back. 


“Shit! Customers! They’re coming!” 
“Wh-What are we going to do.” 
“Calm down and help me pull!” 


Chie ran over to help Justin pull at Yu’s waist. For whatever reason he still wouldn’t 
budge. Not that it was a problem for much longer, because Yosuke, being the idiot 
that he was, had apparently forgotten to tie his shoes. Needless to say, wrong time, 
wrong place. Yosuke stepped on his shoelace and tripped into the group of teens 
trying to pull Yu out. They had put so much of their strength into pulling Yu out, that 
they were completely unable to stop themselves from falling forward into the TV 
during the collision. 


As the group fell forward, face first, Justin felt as though he was seeing his life flash 
before his eyes. Of course, it was actually just whatever was going on in the TV 
world. It was like a strange black and white vortex on the inside. Had Justin recently 
eaten, he probably would have vomited from the seizure inducing imagery in front 
of him. Which was particularly bad thing here, because given the rate they were 
falling at it probably would have flown right back up into his face. 


Even though it felt like they had been falling for ages, Justin could catch a glimpse 
of something in the distance, as the vortex started to subdue. He couldn’t make out 


much at the rate he was falling, but it looked kind of like a target. Of course, he 
hadn’t had much time to think about what he was looking at, or why it was a target. 
Justin landed against the floor head first as he reached the end of his fall. He was 
knocked out cold. 


It was a long while before he awoke to a familiar face. 
“-ake up! Come on!” 


Justin pushed himself slightly off the ground, his ass still firmly planted to the floor, 
but his back curving upwards. 


“Ugh... how much did | have to drink?” 


Chie smacked him upside the back of his head. Probably not the smartest thing she 
could have done given that he had just landed on it. And holy shit did it hurt. It felt 
like a thousand mosquitoes were hammering against the inside of his skull. He’d be 
surprised if his head was still in one piece. 


“Now’s not the time for jokes!” Chie beamed at him, a combination of worry and 
murder in her eyes. What, did / land on her or something? 


“Sorry, gah--“ 


He moaned as he tried to push himself off the floor. He stood up for a brief moment 
before trying to take a step, tumbling back down to the ground in the process. 
Luckily for him Chie managed to catch him mid-fall and help him back up. Chie 
starred at him in a way as though to say “You don’t look so good.” 


“Sorry, I'll be fine. Promis-“ 


He stumbled again. He hadn’t even been moving that time. How hard did he hit his 
head that he couldn’t even stand up straight? Chie let out a sigh, as though she 
were disappointed at how stubborn he was being. 


“,.Here, give me your arm.” 


Justin lifted his arm up as she wrapped it around the back of her head, supporting 
his weight on hers. 


“You know, you don’t have to do this.” 
“You're right, but | am.” 


Chie smiled weakly at him. C/ever girl, he thought to himself. He was searching 
around his head for a witty response, but his head was pounding so hard he could 
barely think straight. At the most he could muster out a chuckle at the comment. 


Justin took a glance around. There was a sickly green fog covering every inch of 
land he could see. He couldn’t see a damn thing. It suddenly occurred to Justin that 
he hadn’t seen Yu or Yosuke at all. In the distance, he could just barely make out 
two humanoid figures. The more he thought, the more the pressure in his head 
screamed out in pain, so rather than guess at whom it could be, he decided to just 
assume that it was the rest of the gang. 


“What is this place?” Justin piped up. The others had clearly been conscious longer 
than he had, so they must have had SOME idea of what was going on. 


“Well... inside the TV, | guess?” 
“Not what | meant, but alright.” 


Justin groaned a bit. Of course we’re in the TV. What did you forget what just 
happened like five- Actually, how long HAS it been? | couldn’t have been out that 
long, right? 


“...Whoa.” Yosuke blurted out suddenly. 
“Wh-What now!? Did you wet your pants!?” 


“You mean he hasn’t already?” Justin was half serious. If falling into a television and 
whacking your ass on the floor from dozens of feet in the air didn’t make you piss 
yourself, what would? 


“No, stupid! Look around!” 


Justin looked around for a brief second before giving up. He couldn’t make out a 
thing with this fog, and squinting just made his skull feel like it was about to 
explode. Thankfully, from the looks on everyone's face, it seemed they were able to 
make out a thing or two. 


“Is this... a studio?” 

“It sure seems that way.” Yu reasoned. 

“All this fog... or is it smoke? There’s no place like this in Inaba, huh?” 
“Hell no.” 


At this point Justin was feeling pretty shitty. Partially because his head felt like it 
was on fire, and partially because he wasn’t much help when just the ACT of staring 
at things was physically paining him. He felt like a giant bag of rocks, serving no 
purpose than to impede progress and get dragged around. Hell he couldn’t even 
STAND on his own. What good was he? 


“What're we gonna do...?” 


“We need to find a way out.” Yu added with authority. 


Justin felt like telling Yu to fuck off. It was his fault they fell in the television in the 
first place. | mean yeah, Yosuke was a complete fuckwit and tripped on his 
shoelace, but there was no reason for Yu to go sticking his entire head into the TV. 
Plus, he saw him pull his hand out of the screen; he clearly could have pulled his 
head out too. 


“G-Good plan.” 
“| didn’t realize that qualified as a plan. Do we even know how to get out?” 


The million dollar question, or at least Justin had assumed given the way everyone 
started looking at each other funny. 


“l-| don’t see the way in... or out!” 
“What? That can’t be right! H-How could that be!?” 
“| don’t know! Don’t ask me!” 


Justin almost had to tighten his grip on Chie as she swayed back in forth to argue 
with Yosuke. It took her a while to realize that Justin was having trouble hanging on 
to her while she was going at his throat, and stopped moving. 


“| can’t take this anymore! | wanna go home!!” 
“Okay... So how!?” 


“Both of you calm down.” Yu dictated. And surprisingly enough they listened. If 
Justin had been the one arguing just now, he might have just socked Yu one in his 
smug face, but here were Chie and Yosuke backing down without any argument. 


“Alright, alright... L-Let’s calm down and think about this.” 
“Is there really a way outta here...?” 

“We got in here, didn’t we?” 

“Right, so we must be able to get out somehow.” 

“That’s true, but...” 


Chie paused midsentence. It was hard to get a good look at her face from his angle, 
but from what Justin could see, her eyebrows were curved upwards with worry, her 
eyes looked as though they were about tear-up at any second. 


“If there’s no exit, we’re trapped, so let’s cross our fingers and look around.” 


That was all Chie needed to push her over the edge. Tears started streaming from 
her eyes. She wasn’t just scared; she was completely and utterly terrified. And 
Yosuke just hammered in the last nail in the coffin. 


“Oh, wonderful. Nice going asshole.” Justin spat out. Why did Yosuke have to be 
such a dick sometimes? Whatever happened to building team morale? 


Chie wiped the tears from her eyes with the sleeve on her free arm. Her eyes were 
still red though, and her skin darker where the tears had rolled down her cheek. 


“|-It’s fine. Let’s just... Let’s just try to find an exit.” She could barely talk without 
welling back up again, but she started moving forward nonetheless. Great, she’s 
about to break out into tears, AND she has to carry me ass around. Life fucking 
SUCKS. 


The group wandered around in the fog for a good few hours. They weren’t finding 
much, save for the occasional railing one of them bumped into. Yu and Yosuke had 
taken the lead, while Chie and Justin stayed a little further behind. Probably because 
they moved slower as a group then they did when they weren’t leaning on each 
other. Justin just wanted to let go of her and walk on his own, but every time he 
started to loosen his grip, it felt like someone was playing the drums on his skull. 


It took a lot of walking, but the gang eventually came across what seemed like a 
balcony. Funny, | don’t remember walking up any stairs. How’d we end up getting 
here? It briefly caught Justin’s thoughts that they had no idea where they had been 
going, nor how to get back. Or at least he didn’t. 


“What is this place...? It feels different from where we were before...” 


Justin looked around. He honestly had stopped taking in the sights after a while of 
walking. He couldn’t see far, and his head screamed in pain every time he tried to 
focus his vision on something. Still something about this place did seem different 
than where they had come from. 


“Looks like the fog’s lighter over here.” 


“Now that Justin mentions it, it does look like the fog has lifted a bit.” Yosuke added 
quietly. It seemed he was deep in thought. “It looks like we’re in some kinda 
building, but... Damn, this fog’s still too thick, | can hardly see.” 


“Are you Sure we’re not wandering farther away?” 
“| can’t be positive, but we gotta trust our instinct a little.” 


“Our? | wouldn’t trust your instinct on whether a turkey sandwich was edible, 
Yosuke.” Justin added in snidely. 


He was joking, but as the comment came out of his mouth, he had almost found 
himself agreeing with it. They’d been walking around for hours now, and they had 
no idea where they were? They could be miles away from where the entrance was 
by now. 


“Enough, you two,” Yu jabbed at the two of them. Justin was in no mood to be 
arguing anyway, so he dropped the subject. Yu and Yosuke continued to take the 
lead down the hallway, Chie and Justin following as best as they could in their 
awkward huddle. As they walked further down the hallway, Justin could start to 
make something out in the distance. Its red color practically broke through the 
green coating that had colored everything he’d seen since the group had arrived. 


“Hey, you guys up front see that right?” 
“Yeah, what is it?” 
“You think it might be the way out?” 


Chie practically jumped for joy as the words left Justin’s lips. He hadn’t meant to get 
her hopes up, but it did almost look like the vortex they had fallen through earlier. 
They group stopped as they approached the swirling red vortex. Yu pressed his 
palm against it, as the vortex dissolved away. Not even the way the television 
screen had shimmered before granting the teens access. It had completely 
vanished at its focal point. 


Where the red swirling particles had once been was instead the opening to a room. 
It was... completely clear of fog. The fog that had surrounded the teens seemingly 
stopped at the doorway, as though there were some sort of invisible force field 
surrounding it. As the group walked inside, a scarf hanging from the ceiling 
immediately caught Justin’s eye. It was tied in the shape of a noose. 


“What in the hell...” 


Yosuke’s face light up as he reeled his head back, as though he had suddenly 
gotten an idea. Yosuke reached into his pockets and grabbed his cell-phone. He 
flipped the phone open, only for his face to droop back down in immediate 
succession. 


“No service. What a surprise...” 


“Well it wasn’t like you were gonna call the cops and say “Help! I’m trapped ina 
TV” 


“He’s got a point,” Chie added in with agreement. Yosuke sighed. 


“Yeah, | guess you’re right.” 


Chie twisted her head around, examining every little bit of the room. Justin couldn’t 
really blame her. Here, in the middle of god only knows, there was a bedroom with 
a singular scarf noose hanging down. Nothing about this place made sense. Justin 
gave his attention the noose once again. Where’s the body though... 


“Huh? What the...!?” 


Justin looked back towards Chie, snapped out of his concerns with the noose. The 
look on her face was that of complete and utter shock, with just a hint of fear. Justin 
turned his around as much as he could to see what she had been looking at. Behind 
the two were several posters. All of the same person, though who it was, Justin 
couldn’t make out; mostly because the faces had been completely cut off. 


“It’s a dead end! There’s no exit!” 
“It keeps getting creepier and creepier the further we go...” 


Justin had to stop himself from pulling his cigarettes out of his pocket. His heart was 
racing at this point, yet somehow, he didn’t think smoking was a great idea when 
his head was probably split down the middle. Plus, he didn’t think Chie would 
appreciate him blowing smoke into her face. Of course, Justin’s inner debate on 
whether or not to smoke was interrupted when he heard the shouts of Yosuke 
squirming in agony behind him. 


“Aargh! | can’t hold it any longer...” 


“YOU STILL HAVEN’T GONE!?” Justin shouted, partially because of the shock, 
partially because the pain in his head intensified as he raised his voice. 


“My bladder’s gonna explode...!” 


Yosuke ran over to a wall on the opposite side of the room, his hands shoved into 
his crotch, presumably unzipping his fly as he made his way over there. 


“Yosuke!? What're you doing!?” 


“Dude, that is someone’s bedroom wall!” Justin paused for a moment. “...At least, | 
think it is.” 


“| gotta let it out before | piss my pants!” 
“You're going here!? Oh, you have got to be kidding...” 


“With all this green fog around!? You’re gonna end up getting TV herpes, or 
something!” 


Yosuke looked down for a moment. It was completely silent. Justin had been waiting 
to hear the sound of Yosuke’s piss splashing against the wall. Nothing. 


“T-Turn around! | can’t go if everyone’s watching!” 
“Dude, no one wants you watch you piss, just go already!” 


Silence again swept the room for a brief moment. Justin could hear the sound of 
zipping. What a fucking drama-queen. 


“Aaaaargh... | can’t do it! It’s all your fault if my bladder bursts!” 
“Like | care...” 
“| second that notion.” 


Yu gave the two of them a glare. Chie ended up hanging her head in shame again, 
while Justin glared right back at him. 


“Anyways... What’s with this room? Check out these posters... Their faces are all cut 
out... Somebody must really hate this person...” 


“Oh, please, | don’t need this when there’s a noose hanging right next to us.” Justin 
added. He felt sick to his stomach at this point, and he couldn’t tell if it was because 
of his head or because of the shit he was seeing right now. 


“Dude... this chair and rope... That kind of arrangement is never good...” 


Chie chuckled a little, but not in the “that’s funny” kind of way. It was more of a 
“holyshitletsgethefuckoutofhere,” kind of chuckle. 


“C’mon... Let’s go back to where we came from, and look somewhere else for an 
exit...” 


Yosuke looked back over to the posters for a brief moment, an eyebrow raised, as 
though he were deep in thought. 


“| swear I’ve seen that poster somewhere before.” 
“Who CARES!? Let’s go! | am sick if this place!” 
“Same here, in more ways than one.” 


Chie glanced at Justin for a moment, her eyes dull with concern, eyebrows curved 
with worry. 


“I’m not feeling so good either...” 


“Now that you mention it, me too... Alright let’s head back. I’m seriously starting to 
feel sick...” 


“Whew... We finally made it back here.” 


No kidding. We’ve been walking for hours. We’re lucky we even made it back here 
in one piece. 


“Wait... What’s that...?” 


Justin looked up. He didn’t see anything, but then, that wasn’t unusual in this fog. It 
didn’t help that his head felt worse and worse as the kept moving. He probably had 
a concussion. More than a few times, Chie had to shake Justin as his eyes drooped 
close, though he wondered if it was out of concern or whether she had a problem 
dragging around a sleeping teenager. He was guessing the latter. 


Just as he finished thinking on that subject, Justin could start to make out the 
shadow of something, though what it was he couldn’t tell. One thing’s for sure, it 
wasn’t human. Justin tried to shift his weight to get into a fighting stance, but the 
stress on his head just made him lose balance and tip into Chie. 


“Th-There’s something over there!” 


As the figure got closer, Justin could start to make out some details. It was short, 
and round. Where one would expect a head, he instead saw big, wide eyes, not 
much different than the kind you would find on Goofy at Disney World. Its body was 
colorful, with different shades of yellow, white, blue, and red mixed all around its 
body. 


It’s... A bear mascot? What the hell? 
“W-What is this thing? A monkey? A bear...?” 
“What in the world...?” 


Justin was about to express his own surprise, but could barely gather the strength to 
open his mouth. He was exhausted, and his head still hurt like a bitch. Maybe he 
could just close his eyes for a minute or t- 


Chie shook him again. “Thanks,” he whispered under his breath. It was loud enough 
for her to hear, but not so loud that it took up any of his energy. Chie responded by 
giving him a worried look. He felt bad that he kept worrying her like this, but it 
wasn’t like he was doing it intentionally. 


“Th-That’s what | wanna know! Who are you guys...?” The bear spoke up. He 
sounded just like a child. He wasn’t a child right? Cause that would be pretty fucked 
up. 


“It talked!?” Chie’s expression suddenly changed from that of surprise to that of 
aggression. / don’t like where this is heading. “Uhh... What are you!? Y-You wanna 
fight! ?” 


The bear receded back a bit, cowering in fear. 
“D-Don’t yell at me like that...” 


Yu cleared his throat, “Uh hey... My name’s Yu Narukami. Do you mind if | ask you a 
question?” 


“Huh?” 

“What is this place?” 

The bear paused briefly, as though trying to think of an answer. 
“...This place is what it is. It doesn’t have a name.” 

“Figures.” Justin muttered under his breath. 

“It’s where | live.” 


It seemed the rest of the group was surprised at the notion that anyone had lived 

here. Truth be told, Justin was slightly surprised as well. He looked like a children’s 
mascot, and if the room they had been in was this guy’s bedroom... Well let’s just 
say he wouldn’t let him anywhere near children. 


“Y-You live here...?” 


“If | was you guys, I’d hurry back to the other side. Someone’s been throwing 
people in here. It’s a big headache.” 


Justin groaned. “Please don’t say headache.” 
“Huh? What’s wrong with him.” 


“He hit his head when he fell in... He might have a concussion. It’s important that 
we get out of here.” 


This had been the first time anyone had made any mention of his head injury, other 
than Chie carrying him around. She seemed legitimately worried about his injuries. 
Hell, she looked like she was on her wit’s end with concern. Justin felt like an ass for 
making her worry, yet for some reason he felt better knowing she cared. But why? 


“Throwing people in? What’re you talking about?” 


“1 dunno who’s doing it! | just want them to think before they go doing things like 
that!” 


“Hey, what’s your problem? What gives YOU the right to yell at us like that!? What 
are you!? Where are we!? What the heck’s going on here!?” 


The bear had gone back to cowering in fear of Chie’s presence for a brief moment 
before trying to take shelter behind Yu’s legs. As /f that would help. 


“Calm down, Chie.” Yu voiced from across the room. 
“S-Sorry.” Chie stammered the sentence out, her face a slight tint of red. 
“l already told you... A-Anyways, you should hurry back.” 


Yosuke pinched his forehead in annoyance. Justin couldn’t really blame him. If his 
head wasn’t killing him so much, he probably would have been doing the exact 
same thing. 


“What it comes down to is, you want us to get outta here, right? Well, so do we! We 
just don’t know how, dammit!” 


“Urrrrgh! That’s why I’m saying I'll let you out!” 
Oh sweet Jesus thank you. 

“Like | keep saying-“ 

“Yosuke, shut the fuck up...” 


Justin had gathered as much energy as he could just to make that come out as 
anything other than a whisper. He just wanted Yosuke to be quiet for five seconds. 
Everyone’s voices were pounding against his head like wrecking balls, and besides. 
The bear said he was letting them out, there was no reason to be arguing. Yosuke 
gave a quick glance Justin’s way before averting his eyes from making contact with 
Justin’s. 


The bear side-stepped around Yu’s legs and tapped his foot a few times. The gang 
was soon blinded by an explosion of pink smoke. As it faded away, they could make 
out the shapes of three television sets stacked up on top of each other. 


“What the Hell!?” 
“Oh | get it,” Justin moaned, “We leave the same way we came in, right?” 


The group gathered in front of the television set, examining it from top to bottom. It 
seemed they were more curious as to how the television sets had appeared 
miraculously before them. Justin was slightly confused himself, but at this point he 
just wanted to go home. Everything else was irrelevant. 


“Okay, now go, go, get outta here! I’m a busy bear!” 


Just then he felt something tiny pressing up against his spine. It was the bear, trying 
to push him through the television set. It was a lot more awkward when he was 
trying to push two people through at once, but he managed to do it. After much 


force, the bear was able to push both Chie and Justin through, Justin’s chin digging 
into her shoulder, and her leg caught between his. That’s not to mention the 
awkwardness of falling through that vortex again like that. 


Luckily for Justin, he had ended up falling on Chie as the reemerged through Junes. 
He felt like a dick for being happy about that, but he figured his head had taken 
enough abuse that day. Plus she didn’t seem like she was hurt, other than being a 
bit sore from the impact. Looking around as the two got up, they noticed Yu and 
Yosuke had fallen through slightly after them. 


“Did we... make it back?” 


Yosuke took a look around the store. He had been familiar with the opening and 
closing times of each of the departments in the Junes, and it seemed as though the 
Electronics Department would be closing soon. 


“Crap, it’s already that late?” 

“How late is late?” Justin choked up. 

“| couple minutes to nine.” 

“Looks like we were in there for quite awhile...” 


Yosuke’s expression suddenly went completely blank, his mouth hanging by the jaw 
as he stared at something in the distance. 


“That’s right... Now | remember where | saw that poster before.” 


Yosuke walked over to a support column in the middle of the store. On it was a 
poster. Justin took as good of a look as he could without straining himself. That was 
definitely the poster from that room earlier. It looked like an advertisement for a 
singer. / wonder why the face had been cut out... 


“Hey, you're right, they’re the same. | couldn’t tell before without the face, but it 
was Misuzu Hiiragi... She’s been all over the news lately.” 


“| don’t get it, who buys a poster of a singer just to cut the face out?” 


“Haven't you hear the rumors? Something about... her husband having an affair 
with that announcer lady who died the other day.” 


“You think the two are connected.” 


“| don’t know...” 


Chie starred at the picture for a while, as though the suggestion that it had 
something to do with that room they were in had struck her to the core. 


“Hey, so does that mean... that weird room we saw... Could it be related to that 
Yamano lady’s death...?” 


Yosuke paused for a moment, grabbing below his bottom lift, deep in thought. 
“Now that | think about it... there was that creepy noose hanging from the ceiling...” 


Yosuke shook his head. / guess that’s his way of slapping himself if he says or thinks 
something really stupid. Justin paused for a moment. Wel/ then he should be 
shaking his head all the time. 


“Yaaargh, stop! No more! We gotta stop talking about this.” 


“Agreed.” Yu, Chie, and Justin all chimed in with perfect unison. Though it was 
harder to hear Justin since had resorted to saying it under his breath. 


“I’m gonna wipe whatever happened today from my brain-“ 


“Gah, there you go again.” Somehow the mere mention of anything head related 
was physically paining him at this point. 


“I'm feeling a chill too.” 


Justin took a side glance at Chie. Come to think of it, she wasn’t looking to great 
herself. Her skin was pale, and her eyes were getting red. It looked like maybe she 
was catching a bug. 


“I’m gonna drop Justin off at the hospital and then head home... | wanna lie down 
and rest.” 


“Wait, what?” 


Justin hadn’t even whispered that one. There were three things Justin hated in the 
world; crowds, stairs, and hospitals. He had no intention of going, and it’s not like 
Chie was in any condition to be dragging him there either. Chie obviously could tell 
he was going to be stubborn, given the look on her face. 


“Well yeah, you have to get your head checked. You hit it pretty hard.” 
“This is not gonna happen.” 
“You know, you don’t have to do everything on your own...” 


“That’s not it at all.” Justin was pretty frantic they way he blurted it out. What the 
hell does she mean by that? | don’t do everything on my own... 


“Then what is it?” 

“Me and hospitals just don’t mix, that’s all.” 

Chie grinned a devious smile. Oh boy, she was getting a kick out of this somehow. 
“Oh, | see how it is. You’re afraid of needles, aren’t you.” 

“Well yes, but | doubt their planning on sticking a needle in my skull.” 

“Well then you’ve got nothing to worry about.” 


Chie grabbed his arm and placed it around her the back of her head again. She 
knew all too well he was too weak to walk on his own anyway, So it’s not like he had 
much say in the matter. 


“All-right we’re off you guys,” 
“Alright see ya Chie, Justin.” 


Justin tried to firmly plant his feet into the ground, but he barely had the strength to 
stand, so it didn’t do much in the ways of slowing Chie down ash she dragged him 
out of the Junes. People were starring at the awkward bundle that Chie and him had 
to form to get him to walk straight. /t just gets worse and worse, doesn’t it. 


Justin opened the door back out to the waiting room. It turns out that he had in fact 
gotten a concussion, and as much as he hated to admit it, dragging him to the 
hospital was probably the best thing Chie could have done. He still didn’t like it one 
bit, but he was glad it was over at the very least. He made his way over to where 
Chie had been waiting for him earlier. Maybe she went home already. She doesn’t 
have to wait me, nor does she have any reason to. 


But, as Justin slowly turned the corner he found Chie sitting in the same spot she 
had been earlier; fast asleep. He had been in the doctor’s office longer than he had 
assumed he would be, and it WAS getting pretty late. Justin took a seat next to 
Chie, and gave her a very light shake to wake her up. Her eyes slowly flickered back 
into reality, as she let loose a yawn. It took her a moment to remember what she 
was doing at the hospital. 


“So how'd it go?” she moaned under her breath. It was clear she was still half 
asleep. 


“The bandage doesn’t give it away?” 


Chie looked up. She hadn’t even noticed the gauss wrapped around the entirety of 
his forehead. She seemed worried, so Justin tried to alleviate some of her concern. 


“Doctor says I'll be up and walking by tomorrow, and the headaches will be gone by 
the end of the week.” 


Chie’s face brightened up a bit. “Well that’s wonderful news.” 


The two sat there in silence for a while. Something was still bugging him that had 
been said earlier. / don’t have to do everything on my own. But... | don’t just rely on 
myself, right...? What am I saying; | just tried to walk home, by myself, with a 
concussion. Maybe she’s right... 


“Hey listen | hate to ask,” Justin started. The words were practically plugging up his 
throat. “-But you think you could help me back to my house? It’s just down the 
street.” 


Chie seemed a bit shocked by the preposition, but in a good way. A pleasant 
surprise almost. A grin crept across her face. 


“Yeah, of course.” 


It was only a short walk, about fifteen minutes, even at the grueling pace they had 
been moving, before they reached the house. The two walked up the porch, Justin 
digging through his pockets to try and find the house key. Chie could tell he was 
having a hard time finding it, though she couldn’t understand why. He only had so 
many pockets, right? 


“Why not just knock on the door. Someone will open it for you, right?” 
“Huh? | live by myself.” 
“You what?” 


Justin couldn’t understand quite why Chie had been so shocked by that. | mean she 
knows his parents were dead. Was it out of the ordinary for a kid to live by himself 
out here? It happened all the time in California. It took a second, but Justin finally 
found the key and opened the door to the house. He had half expected to say 
goodbye to Chie and close the door, but she seemed to follow him inside. 


“Is that even legal?” 


“Yeah, my parents used to use this place as a Summer house. It’s all paid for in 
advance, and it’s signed in my name.” 


Justin leaned against the wall of the hallway, while Chie took a seat on the nearby 
couch. It was made of leather, much to her surprise. Justin pushed the door closed a 
bit as he searched for the light switch, using his lighter to help guide him to it. 


“Yeah, but what about food and heat and all that stuff.” 


“Trust fund. | get so much money a month, and put some of that aside for the 
essentials.” 


He had found the light switch in the kitchen and flipped it on. He decided to 
rummage through the fridge for something to drink. He had a feeling they were 
going to be here for a while. Me especially since | LIVE here. He pulled out a glass 
and a bottle of Coke. 


“You want anything?” 
“Oh, uh... No thanks.” 
“You sure?” 


He was going to feel like a douche for drinking in front of her if she wasn’t drinking 
something too. 


“Yeah, I’m good.” 
“Alright, suit yourself.” 


He finished pouring his glass of cola and shoved the rest of the bottle into the 
fridge. He took a sip of the glass before putting it back down on the counter. He 
could hear the rain start to pitter patter against his window. Shit, / forgot it was 
supposed to rain tonight. Chie still has to walk home. Given the look on Chie’s face, 
it seems the same thought had struck her. 


“Christ, | forgot it was supposed to rain tonight... Say what time is it anyway.” 
Chie almost immediately recognized what he was trying to get at. 
“Oh no. Nononono. We are not watching that again.” 


“Well it wasn’t like | was planning on jumping through it again anytime soon” Justin 
sarcastically pointed towards his gauss bandage. “’sides, you’re pretty much stuck 
here till the rain passes.” 


Chie raised a finger as though to object, but seemed to back down. It was clear she 
felt uncomfortable being here any longer than she needed to be, though whether it 
was because of him or if she was just being polite was debatable. Chie sneezed, 
clearly a result of whatever the hell it was she caught inside of the television. 


“It’s alright; it’s just a little rain. | can get home by myself.” 
“Not with that cold you’re not.” 


“It’s just allergies, I’ll be fine.” She seemed to be getting a bit irritable that Justin 
was forcing her to stay until the storm passed. 


“You know, you don’t have to do everything on your own.” 


Chie’s face lit up, though her eyebrows were still scrunched down on her brow. It’s 
hard to describe; it was as though she looked angry and happy at the same time. 


“Oh, SO now you’re stealing MY quotes. | see how it is.” 

“All is fair in love and war, m’lady.” 

Chie couldn’t help but giggle at being called “m’lady.” 

“You still don’t want that drink?” 

“Well | guess I’m going to be stuck her for a while anyway.” 


Justin reached back into the fridge and pulled out the Coca Cola. He didn’t even 
bother to ask what she wanted. He finished pouring the glass, put the bottle away, 
and carried her beverage over to her. 


“Here you go.” 
“Thanks.” 


Chie grasped the drink in both hands and took a sip. Given the look on her face, she 
wasn’t a fan of Justin’s tastes in drinks. 


“You don’t have to drink it if you don’t like it.” 


Chie seemed slightly offended that he had pointed it out, but also partially relieved 
that she wouldn’t have to force herself to keep drinking it. 


“So how long have you... you know... lived by yourself.” 
“That’s a bit personal, don’t you think.” 

Chie’s face turned bright red. 

“OQ-Oh, sorry, | didn’t mean-“ 

“I’m just pulling your leg. A couple years now, why?” 


“You said you came from California, right? Why come here? | mean, if you’ve been 
living alone this entire time, it must have been your choice.” 


“Sorta. It was in my parents will. | guess they liked the area or something, | don’t 
know, it was very vague.” 


“Oh...” 


Chie’s face only got redder the more the conversation seemed to shift towards 
Justin’s dead parents. It didn’t matter either way, because at that moment, it had 
turned 12:00. The television set in the living room flickered on. And on the screen 
was the familiar person they had both seen the night before. 


“There she is, that’s the one | saw last night!” Chie was practically shouting. 
“So we DID see the same person.” 


However, unlike last night, the flailing image of the young girl suddenly vanished 
half way through the shot. She was gone without a trace, leaving the camera filming 
on an empty room. The television shut off only moments later. 


“That... didn’t happen last time.” Justin said, taking a sip of his drink. 


“No... it didn’t.” Chie was a lot more baffled at what she had seen than Justin. She 
couldn’t help but wonder who he was staying so collected right now. Maybe falling 
on his head did him some good. 


The rain stopped about a half-hour later. The two said their goodbyes as Justin 
locked the door behind him, clumsily making his way back to his bedroom. He 
tossed himself onto the bed and looked up towards the ceiling, his hand digging 
through his pockets. He hadn’t gotten the chance to smoke all day, and he knew 
how Chie felt about it. This was the first chance he had all day, and god dammit, he 
was going to savor it. Justin put the cigarette in his mouth, and lit the end ablaze. 


Aww, how fucking adorable. 

Justin’s eyes opened wide open. What the shit? |... thought | just heard someone... 
Don’t play coy, you know what you heard. 

“Who the fuck’s there!?” 


Justin jumped out of his bed, searching around the room. He didn’t see anyone, and 
nothing looked out of place. 


Why, there’s no one here but you. 
“Bullshit, who the hell are you. Show yourself.” 
Aww, I’m offended. Don’t you even recognize yourself? I’m you. 


And you are me. 


